THE   REAL   BERNARD  SHAW
the Army, the conversation would have proceeded something
like this:                                                                          8
SERGEANT,  [Filling up a form,] Religion?
PRIVATE SHAW. C,E.
SERGEANT. C.E.!    No such thing.    You mean C. of E
Church of England. ,
PRIVATE SHAW. No, sergeant.    C.E.
SERGEANT.^ Ho!   C.E.,  eh?   [With heavy sarcasm.]   And
what might C.E. stand for?
PRIVATE SHAW. Creative Evolution, sergeant.
SERGEANT.  \With even heavier sarcasm] Hindeedl    And
may I ask what that is?
PRIVATE  SHAW. Certainly,  sergeant.    I '11 tell  you.   [He
takes a deep breath]
And seizing his cue3 Shaw would have been off and well
launched into the subject, hoping to fit in brief sketches
of Jehovah, Shelley, Darwin, Schopenhauer, Lamarck,
Bergson, and Butler before the dumbfounded sergeant
had recovered sufficiently to pack him off to the regimental
doctor as a suspected lunatic, or at least to the regimental
barber's to be shaved.